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perception of need 

i'll never be sober, 
that is, 
not addicted 
to something- 

i'll never take a 
step w/out want 
or desire or perception 
of need - 

my shrink 
thinks there is 
a cure, 

to addiction - 
there is no cure - 


some addicts are 
filling the empty 
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f Whenever you need a lift, 

get your hair done. 


void; 

some addicts are 

suppressing 

something; 

some addicts love 

the taste, the chase, 

the ping-pong up & down - 

i am addicted to 
the want, not the thing, 
not the reason; 
i find something i 
chase it- 

alcohol 

meth 

pussy 

dick 

vintage suitcases 
hiking 

working out 
drama in poetic form - 

someday it 
will pass 
but not today, 
i still chasing 
something; 
jonesingfor 
something; 
chasing the chase, 

& the tail of the tiger - 


NEVER AGAIN 

she’s my age 
and still beautiful 
long dark hair 
sad dark eyes 
red lipstick 
just a smudge 
on one tooth 
when she smiles 
and I look away 
because now I know— 
it’s a tragedy mask 
and the red smudge 
ain’t lipstick 
but blood 
from the last 
and I think of him— 
holed up 

in a room somewhere 
shades drawn 
against the rising sun 
pouring whiskey 
in the wounds 
saying 

“never....never again" 


■s 

o 

Uj 



*21 

o 

V- 


o 

> 

LU 

cC 





s 


(/? 

Co (— 
— X 

c<? OC 
Uj 
;> o- 
< o 
-a 


< 


x 

VJ 

P 


o 

Q- 


U) 

X 
o 
o 
CQ gC 
O 

“ V) 

(/) i— 

'z. ^ 
eo 

LU 

( 2 Q 




X 

< 


a 





which i really hope . 

i never catch- - J aCK hcmy 




Some-times perched 
across -tine sifea-k 
on -the WE LOVE AUSTlI^ 

TEX sig n 'S »n angelic 

■force pl*y |n 3 

some-times -there »<•«= 

o-tliePs -tha* s^g-frem 

^fd Jen songs on -the W»n<A 
olJer -than -tenses 

-/nerr/TT W^lJofl 

homage -to Kea+s 

UJy of-the nigh-fc , . 

Some-t^ing erf h« aU / IS „ 1 / 

Treasure fop ever even «f.-t S 

-an ol Jer, Wrinkle J prostrtu-tc 
always dragging her nef s-aleng 

itjutu --Up in i>nrnyjs only 
X ruins *f l *»3 -f»P 3 »i-t» r > Jp=“s 
s Ta+ no* w:*Uum ovory n.jH; for ho .ns 
Js ai.Us* as language |k 

ar«*+«»*^"* ,: y's'l o * ,, ' n3 lma3 ° ° f 

ir^nts .nJ «nJ.rW_« 

'1 vVl 'fln <*is-tenfi* Angry Man 

- mcnc!-i'b Lva/dor? 



It’s About Perception 

Thrown rocks 
don’t remember 
you clobbering them 
through window panes 
and then getting caught. 
They just remember 
catching all that air. 

Stephanie Hiteshew 


\%.%y sun rises 
avery-thing moVcs 
slower-than -:irn& 
'thouoh-tsfas-fcer , 
•already o*f-f -khz * s 

These lungs SUffocaTe . 

drenched in -the f inger^ai n^S 

of hell watching dog 

Uek an J forth ^h/seham 

rattles a drown,ng 
feeling weighson me /ike 
gravity's dus 
nC ,W, Where did' ‘ C * VC 
-tWf dream ' 

.rtcrrU-h Wa/Jo« 


FIVE YEARS 

they say it happens 
when you quit looking 
meanwhile 

I wander grocery stores 

mountain paths 

the shadows of cyberspace 

with knife scars for eyes 

I feel my way 

with fearful fingertips 

along walls 

that crumble 

from the weight 

of long nights 

and listen carefully 

for faint echoes 

through the corridors 

but no hand 

grasps mine 

no lips 

whisper my name 
it's been 
five years 

kri'a.n t'lht'Yianrt 


The angry man 
steps on the stone 
and spits. 

He doesn’t see 
the clouds parting, 
the sun streaming, 
birds soaring through 
the sky. 


Stephanie Hiteshew 





STRAY 




maybe it's autumn 

the cold nights 

how dead leaves scratch 

down the alleyway 

like this stray at my door 

the same one I’ve driven off 

many times in a rage 

but tonight 
I’m tired of fighting 
so I let him in 
he shivers 
wet from the rain 
holds no grudges 
as he huddles beside me 
as we sit and listen 
to sad songs together 
songs now old 
and allow ourselves 
to remember 

- Ln'o.n /'i'hlmann 


why are you killing me? 

why are you killing me? r\\/? 

who i am Jr{ 

what i am r\ \ 

who i love \ 

why are you killing me? Vwi 

different from you A 

different from me | J* 

i don't shout down \ 

your heterosexuality \ 

i don't shout down $j jgg 

your religious beliefs 
i don't shout down 
your political affiliations 
why are you killing me? |P|||j|& 

your words ffipWS 

your hate 

your rage frluB 

why are you killing me? * 

i am just here ---- 

i am just standing here 

i am just standing and breathing and living 

right here 

your fists clinch 

your mouth tight 

your eyes fierce 

why are you killing me 

when i just want to exist? 


- ac 


k hcsYwy 


azalea 

When those damn planes hit the buildings what were you doing 
when jfk was shot 

I was in my grandma's kitchen, the Zenith table radio delivering the news as 
she doubled over the counter jesus Christ I was only two and a half but 
I remember it 

make dinner for grandpa when he gets home with his sweet smile and dirty fingernails 
as his cherished Electra 225 sits idle in the garage waiting for the next jaunt to Plymouth 
to go fishing while my grandmother would sit patiently in a folding lawn chair watching him 

I couldn’t wait to see him when he got home from work, who knows I was only two and a half 
when my mother smelled like cigarettes and Jean Nate but lord I knew she was a beauty 
like the azalea bush in the backyard. 

But when the planes came back I remember that day too where were you then 

I was mountain biking on something called '‘Patriot’s Path”, how ironic is that? 

all I did was look up when I heard that first plane, and thought how odd it was 

you were working up the street I was on a bike on a path, a patriot’s path and you, you 

were helping someone pick out just the right shirt for her build, her shape, her body, just her. 

what a day that was huh what a day If' 

- Mank Mon-tt/mjrr o 


Vape Shop 

The old school fish r\' chips place 
that wrapped your order in newsprint 
went through at least four makeovers 
before it became a vape shop. 

Beside the chiropractor 

that promised to break both your back 

and your bank. 

And the pet store 

across from the professional building 
that sold baby sharks by the dozen 
while the many stiletto girls with sores sold 
themselves out front. 

Scattering down the alleys 
whenever the cops 
drove by. 

* rya/i ^vinn fknag&n 


Lone Officer 

on leave 

suspended with pay 
barring an investigation 

sitting shirtless 

at the end of a failing bed 

with a handful of pills 

from a pharmacist who gave up 

caring long ago 

radio silent "friends" 

slot machine eyes rolling back 

in the head 

service pistol seized 
almost three weeks earlier 

newspaper over the window 
for the light. 

- rya/j e^uinn -pknuyao 




Dirty Pictures 


different times 


Walking home from work, 

I find 3 discarded Polaroids 
in a mud puddle by 
the sewer grate. 

Dirty pictures. 

I wipe away the mud to see them. 

An apparent birthday celebration.' 

Some old lady 
blowing out the candles 
surrounded by tiny half-smiling faces. 

The wrapping torn away from presents 
on the floor behind her. 

A dog with floppy ears 
walking into view. 

I fan the pictures out in semi-circle 

on a green electrical box 

and walk away. 


the first punch came w/out warning; 

hard & fast; 

back of my skull; 

i heard bones break; 

his fingers; 

at least two; 

i broke three more; 

my mother always said i shouldn t fight, 
she thought i would kill someone; 

& she was right to think that way; 

the second, third & fourth punches were mine: 
i grabbed the hand w/the broken fingers; 
finished the job; 

cops arrested him; 
took him to the hospital; 
released the next day; 
charges never filed; 

it’s 1984; 
it’s Los Angeles; 


My lunch bag under arm 
\ with a faulty zipper. 

- fryan inn ~fl znajan 
C TcmcmUr -fcka-fc P o ts *fc*) 

Wafkift*} s-rr'ccvs -for 1 ever 

seeing a.|J , . 

rcpor-tlno b^ck 
neVcf altfne . . 

hounds always close ly 

11 1 _ r> . -r 


cops says, you people aren't worth the time, 


different days, different times, different closet; 
times are different; 
so they say; 

i would disagree; . 

times are the same, people just don t say what t y 

unless they are hidden behind a keyboard 
the cold electronic hum of . I 

the internet; -Jack henry 
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Horace ScliciJ-t't 

This sUpJ^^ds r^^ro-Uj,^ 
t *c rcmtn-i of 7/A « ^ fc«r 'f"' 1 yZllitj 

i .f'"s. -^^fit"A^t 9 . 

■feel-nj ’W 7if&, n:« tc phnc punches, 
Icccmccn ^JpTfnt l'n Jor pfuckink /»"g- 

i !J whxbsfcifennns J* * A U m ourssin 


, Pm sheUyjsn, *« 

MlS^r iU« »‘sf - - ” crvs iysi*y Uru. 

,**STSi PP pZ . „ 

pi£Xs", ** •jar 4 '** 

T•// /oav'o /»U wlih a C,, 'S'"J V'lf/PusanJ smty 

1 (t u^i-ppfppitir^.-V'T 

s lcunks mJ D / V ‘i"„< r in -the c7 >h. hf'f ^ 
is s nine »;rf>«4f£ J cpr *ssion*«J,j m J 
ton's *3° s'rH'T&Luseless.,. ” 

Hsltf forUmasn-fuclons 

review by pin m. Inilsp/vi^ 4. 

A 



lc Orioles o-f pi4 -fall i I ocJ c>u4 -fro/T? Wounds 
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Jay Women \^eyev alone never smiling -bine real 
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SAFE SPACES 

it’s easy to ridicule 
the idea of “safe spaces” 
and yet- 

wrapped in a leather jacket 
a uniform 
or a flag 

in gated communities 


and private clubs 



in your office 

inside a bottle of scotch 

in brothels 
in bars 

and VFW halls 

in AA meetings 
in churches 

mummified 
in pages of dogma 
tethered to tradition 

at rallies 
with like minds 
like hates 
seas of blue 
or red hats 

huddled inside 
the barrel of a gun 

nestled snugly 

in the dimple 

of a hollowpoint I 

in the bone cave 
of your deluded mind 

all these j 

and more 

-In'an tiUmami 
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